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seemed to me downright hardihood and his fault a crime. What would you? I loved him not. Poor Chastelard! I was very cruel to him!"
" But you did not bring him to trial; it was your brother; you did not sentence him, but the judges."
"Yes, yes; I know that he was one of Murray's victims, and for that reason, doubtless, the thought of him came to my mind. But I might have pardoned him, Mary, and I was inflexible; I allowed a man whose only crime was that he loved me too well to die upon the scaffold; and now I wonder and repine because I am abandoned by all. Listen, little one; there is one thing which terrifies me beyond measure: when I search my own conscience I find that my fate is deserved; nay, more, that Gocl does not punish me severely enough."
" Such foolish ideas will turn your Grace's brain!" cried Mary; " see to what a pass those wretched verses have brought you, which came to your mind to-day, of all days, just when you were beginning to be yourself once more."
" Alas 1" the Queen replied, shaking her head with a long-drawn sigh, " there have been but few days these six years past that I have not repeated those verses to myself, although this to-day is the first time that I have repeated them aloud. He was a Frenchman, too, Mary; they have banished, imprisoned or slain all those who came hither with me from France. Dost remember the vessel which sank before our eyes as we sailed forth from, the harbor of Calais? I cried then that it was an ominous portent, and you tried, every one, to console 3&e; BOW, say you, which was in the right, you or I ?"
The Queen had fallen into one of those fits of melancholy for which tears arc the only remedy? And so Mary Seaton, realizing that any attempt at consolation